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a similar useful landmark. A little to the south of this mountain, two or three 
inlets in the coast can be discerned which must belong to rivers or arms of the sea. 
In fact it is there that Flinders's chart indicates the course of a considerable river 
[Shoalhaven), but I do not know on what authority this is based. At 10 a.m. 
we were in over twenty·five fathoms, fine sand. At noon the horizon became so 
hazy that we could not make out any of the mountains inland although we were 
only four or five miles off the coast. 
We rounded Bass Point; I was also expecting to round Red Point before night· 
fall, for we could already see the Five Islands very clearly three or four leagues 
ahead of us, but the wind veered to ENE and we had to make an offing. Just 
then (nearly 5.00 p.m.) we could see three horses grazing peacefully in a green 
pasture on the shore, from that we concluded there was a farm in the area. 
The wind blew all day from NNE and N, sometimes weak and variable, at 
others blustery and with a swell and we were reduced to tacking inshore. At 
7 a.m. we found ourselves five miles to leeward of the point we had left the evening 
before; at midday we rounded the Five Islands at a distance of three leagues; in 
the evening the wind strengthened from the north with squalls, and as the sea 
was already rough we made an offing. 
On the edge of the forest, near the pasture where the three horses were grazing 
the day before, we saw a long hut built of the same wooden slabs as all the settle· 
ments that the English commence in these parts. 
The north wind continued and we crowded sail to keep the coast on board, 
which was hidden most of the time by persistent heavy haze. At 11 a.m. the wind 
suddenly jumped from N to SW and shortly after S, where it was not long before 
it was blowing a gale with a big sea. 
At 12.30 we saw the land near Bass Point and from then on followed it at a 
distance of four or five miles at the most. Near the Five Islands we sighted a small 
ship which looked as if it was running inshore, but as we watched it went about 
and with the wind astern. got into our wake. As we were then doing nine knots we 
promptly lost sight of it in the mist. 
At 7 p.m. we were no more than seven or eight miles south of Cape Selander, 
Botany Bay. I hove to on the starboard tack for fear of going past the entrance to 
Port Jackson during the night. 
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I married a Tom Grody, at the Mission Station. He was part Aboriginal. He 
didn't come down here with me, but since I moved in here in November, he has 
come to visit me, he is nearly blind now and he is not the young man I knew, I 
suppose I'm not the young girl he knew either. When I moved here, I couldn't 
drag him away from his kind of country, just as he couldn't drag me away from 
mine. So it was a marriage that only lasted a very short while. I went back a 
couple of times, but I came back home again. 
I came back here and lived with my dad. I never had to work, my father was 
a wharfie, no way would he let any of his family go hungry. He always called 
himself 'The Rock'. He said, "I'm always here", wonderful old fellow . As a 
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matter of fact he was good to all Aboriginals. All Aboriginals respected him, 
he was one of those people, if he spoke, people would listen . Everyone took 
notice of Roy Burns, all the Kooris out there, they'd know him, he was a lovely 
old fellow. 
I began to have my children when I was 17, the reason I married. The reason 
I went to Cootamundra was, they couldn't put me into Parramatta, cause I wasn't 
a bad girl. A bad girl they called you in those days if you had sex early. But they 
couldn't put me in Parramatta though. That's why they sent me out to Coota-
mundra, but no one loved me, so I fell in love early and got married, but we are 
still friends. 
I lived on and off at Koomaditchie, back to Moree and back down here, then I 
lost a couple of sons I think this is a tradition through our Tribe. I think there's 
a curse on me, they've put a curse. I really think there's a curse on my family. It 
came out a couple of generations later, because I lost two beautiful sons, one was 
twenty, the other one was twenty three. They both died on the 3rd July, fifteen 
years apart. They were both June babies. I think it is a curse, because Chick is 
partly paralysed on his left side and walks with a stick even young Jay, he's had the 
high tone in his ear missing since he was seven, he was knocked around by a Greek 
man when he was little. I really think there's a curse that's been handed down to 
my boys, none of my daughters, I have three daughters. 
When my children were little, we lived at Koomaditchie, on the hill mainly. We 
lived in shack but we had the water running in. We had the water pipes coming 
in. We used to pay three shillings a week, for our water and sanitary to be taken 
away. There was no electricity, we didn't worry about electricity, everyone was 
happy living that way. All the Aboriginal people would get together and go and get 
a feed of pippies, and you'd see them all going, down through the tracks over to 
the beach, get a feed or pippies or a feed of mutton-fish, which were pJentiful 
then. 
When we were living on Hill 60 old Mrs. Timbrey lived there. If anyone got 
sick she used a lot of herbs from around the swamp. Down the back there, where 
they have filled it in with rotten coalwash, we had another big swamp with all the 
herbs growing around there. We had beautiful wildflowers, all these little gum 
trees, it was really beautiful living there, till they pushed us down there where 
they've got those shacks now . It was really beautiful to live in, wildflowers, the 
beaches. 
Mrs. Timbrey didn't hand on any knowledge, which is a pity because we're 
losing it. I think there are a few old ones on the Coast that know about it, all I 
know about is the inkweed. You drink that and I know that it is good. My Aunty 
Rose was cutting wood and she got splinters in her ankle and the doctor couldn't 
do anything with her leg, so, in desperation, she went and got the inkweed, boiled 
it up, bathed her leg in it and it healed it straight away. So, that was one. Then 
we had sarsparilla leaves and all those kinds of things growing. She would have 
known, old Mrs. Timbrey. She used to do all that shellwork, she used to make 
beautiful shellwork, with the glue, make little pots. I used to sit and watch her for 
hours, I'd even walk over there at night. She was a lovely old lady, she was real 
interesting to be with. 
To be continued 
